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music not too heavy and not too light. Homely stuff, with
many familiar airs and ballads, things like Sally in our Alley,
which at this juncture are strangely moving. The telephone
too has been on its best behaviour.
4 A.M. I had just written the above when, round about three
o'clock, the second air-raid warning sounded. It was my
watch; indeed, I had not gone to bed. I woke Fred, and we
made an orderly trek to the dug-out. Stayed there an hour
and a half.
Sept. 4      An item which would once have excited me: the
Monday,    sudden death of Nigel Colman's great horse Spot-
light.
Sept. 5 Notice at the top of my road : " Come and Help
Tuesday, to Load Sandbags with Margate Sand."
Ralph Baker has joined the R.A.M.C. with two
pips. His flat closing down, I went round to collect the books he
had from me on loan. Jock says I only needed a perambulator
to look exactly like O'Casey's Bessie Burgess! The Camden
Town jeweller from whom I bought a cheap wrist-watch told
me that he had sold thirty wedding-rings in two days, as
against the normal three or four. A poor woman coming in
to buy a modest signet ring and asking to have " From your
Loving Wife " engraved on it was told that no engravers were
available. At the chemist's a well-dressed woman demanded
a slimming preparation. How's that for the eternal feminine ?
One of the most depressed men in London to-day was the shop-
keeper at Chalk Farm whose line is flares, beacons, and
material for bonfires.
Sept. 6          Sirens went at 6.50 this morning. Woke me, but
Wednesday, not Fred. We have given up the watch busi-
ness, and snore in unison; what the banks call
collateral security. In the dug-out read Noel Coward's new
book of extremely witty short stories. When I came toc c There
was a signed photograph of Sarah Bernhardt looking like a
sheep in white lace " I found I had forgotten about the air
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